IMPRESARIO

I have not yet known the importation of a Russian company
of any kind to go forward without running afoul of the immigra-
tion authorities. This case was no exception. Someone in Paris
must have whispered to our Consular staff that he had it on good
authority the Habimah Players were all Communists. My open-
ing night in New York was postponed five or six times, but at last,
with a monstrous cable bill, I got them here.

The opening was to be on a December night at the Mansfield
Theatre. At six o'clock that evening half the scenery had not ar-
rived. With one of my secretaries I rushed down to the dock,
picked the scenery out of a pile of what looked like hopelessly
jumbled junk, and got it onto the transfer truck. The curtain went
up at 9:15, and I caught my breath again and ambled out to see
how we had done at the box office.

I had planned this opening carefully. Not alone my own humble
opinion, but the admiration of great men like Chaliapin, Gorki,
Stanislavsky, all the serious theatre men of Europe had raised this
company to the rarefied atmosphere of great art. I had prepared
the newspapers, the magazines; I had circularized the organizations
which would normally be interested.

To give the opening the prestige I thought it deserved, I set
the opening night scale at $10 a ticket.

I was a little surprised, therefore, when I arrived at the box office
and discovered that we had sold exactly thirty-nine tickets. Be-
sides the critics, the feature writers, and the numerous celebrated
persons I had invited as my guests, there was just $390 in the house.

During the intermission I was hurriedly called backstage. The
company had had time to glance over the baggage which had
come up from the dock, and there was one trunk missing. So
valuable was that trunk, that the actors declared they could not
go on with the performance until it was found.

Again I was confronted with a mysterious trunk. There had
been Chaliapin's trunk with the filched hotel towels, the Russian
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